in      BIRD OF BRIGHT PLUMAGE   421

and you break your shins at every step, all the
corks break and drop in fragments inside the
bottles, all keys are lost to all drawers, room after
room (there are dozens of unused ones) is piled
with broken bricks, scattered chisels and hammers,
battered trunks mildewed with neglect. No proper
alliance is formed with any butcher, carrier or
baker, no salt-cellars have their spoons, no knife
its proper fork, every snuffer to every candlestick
tilts off and drops its contents on the carpet, every
bell-rope breaks, or if it rings, brings the wrong
servant, every scissor pinches without cutting
. , . and so on, and so on! Dear Christabel, I
could continue this for an hour!

Into this chaos it is hoped that I shall bring
some kind of order, and indeed I see a good ten
years' work in front of me. But after all these
are my own people and not strangers, and as I see
Maria in an old silk Negligee padding around,
her slippers flapping on the carpet, dogs sniff-
ing at her heel, and that kindly amiable smile
on her face, knowing that she loves me (as in-
deed I believe that she does), I must love her in
return.

All this must seem terrible to you in your smart
Mount Street Mansion, and you can understand
what it must be to myself who have, as you know,
a Passion for cleanliness, but I have no longer
Energy to direct my own path and take what
comes. Affection seems to me everything just
at present.

Your beautiful Enemy, Miss Jennifer, was
staying here in the summer. They report her